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As I watch the circling vapours rise

From the brown bowl up to the sullen skies,

My vision becomes more plain,
Till a dim kaleidoscope succeeds

Through the smoke-rack drifting and veering,
Like ghostly riders on phantom steeds

To a shadowy goal careering.

In their own generation the wise may sneer,

They hold our sports in derision ;
Perchance to sophist, or sage, or seer

Were allotted a graver vision.
Yet if man, of all the Creator planned,

His noblest work is reckoned^
Of the works of His hand, by sea or by land,

The horse may at least rank second.

Did they quail, those steeds of the squadrons light,

Did they flinch from the battle's roar,
When they burst on the guns of the Muscovite,

By the echoing Black Sea shore ?
On ! on ! to the cannon's mouth they stride,

With never a swerve nor a shy,
Oh ! the minutes of yonder maddening ride,

Long years of pleasure outvie !

No slave, but a comrade staunch, in this,

Is the horse, for he takes his share,
Not in peril alone, but in feverish bliss,

And in longing to do and dare.
Where bullets whistle, and round shot whizs

Hoofs trample, and blades flash bare,
God send me an ending as fair as his

Who died in his stirrups there !

The wind has slumbered throughout the day,
Now a fitful gust springs over the bay,
My wandering thoughts no longer stray,
I '11 fix my overcoat buttons;